TOINETTE PURSUES THE KlNG

bellows, powder masks, scraping knives, crystal scent bottles
and the numberless pots coloured in delicate egg-shell tints
which contained Madame's eye shadow and lip salves; but she
did not fail to make the right remark.

'Bonne journee, Madame,' she cried. 1 hope Madame will
catch a glimpse of His Majesty/

'Thank you, Dorine,' said Toinette, smiling with her lips
alone, 'and do not forget to fill my bath when I return, for I
shall be fatigued/ And with that she was gone.

When she was out of sight, Dorine turned with a titter to
the groom. He drew a piece of heliotrope from the pocket of
his yellow and black striped waistcoat and stuck it into his
mouth.

'Bty this with a kiss/ he said.

When the King and his Court went hunting in the royal
forest of Senart, people flocked from all around and the village
wore a festive look. The farmers' wives came out in their
black hoods, straw hats, and gold crosses on their bodices,
and the beggar-women of the highway, carrying their shoes
at their waist, forgot their resentment against the cruel poach-
ing and preserving laws in their eagerness to see the King. The
roads were cluttered up by hucksters' donkeys smothered
under their loads of utensils, milk-women carrying tin pots on
their heads, urchins selling nuts by the bushel. The peasant
costumes near Paris were not so gay as in the provinces be-
cause the proximity of the richly dressed Court was discour-
aging, but the peasants themselves were as jovial as ever, as
English travellers in France always remarked. The inn-keeper,
standing alone at his door, resembled a figure in comic opera
with his waistcoat of painted flowers. Toinette had to slow
down as she made her way through all this crowd; occasion-
ally she was stopped by a marionette player, a juggler, or a
pedlar who tried to sell her some of his medley of rosaries,
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